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Carnations. In 1895 Shaw helped to send these dead
devils packing by writing a commissioned article called The
Sanity of Art, in which he claimed that Art for Art's Sake
was nonsense; and that all art, to be really great, must have
a faith and a purpose behind it; and that before any one
could paint angels who were really angelic or devils who
really terrified, as Fra Angelico and Botticini painted them,
it was necessary for him to believe not only in the sacred
mission of Art, but also in heaven and hell. No doubt
the Art for Art's Sake movement died of its own diseases,
but Shaw's pamphlet formally buried the corpse, which,
already dead, at last lay down.
In a letter to Ellen Terry, dated May 1897, that is, just
a year before he married, Bernie, as she calls him, now past
forty, wonders whether he can entice Ellen to come and
visit him at Dorking, where he and Sidney and Beatrice
Webb are sharing a house to get on with their respective
works. (It is to be noted that Miss Payne-Townshend is
also there.) Shaw doubts his ability to persuade her as he
proceeds to describe 'our eternal political shop; our mornings
of dogged writing, all in separate rooms; our ravenous plain
meals; our bicycling; the Webbs' incorrigible spooning
over their industrial and political science; Miss P. T., Irish,
shrewd and green-eyed, finding everything "very interest-
ing"; myself always tired and careworn, and always supposed
to be " writing to Ellen." You 'd die of it all in three hours,
I *m afraid.' Ellen did not appear. No doubt both she
and Bernard Shaw felt that their relationship would suffer
in some indefinable way if they met. As things were, they
wrote to each other for three years continuously, the graph
of their correspondence reaching its peak in the middle
year, 1897, when they wrote on an average of every three
days. In this way, whenever he was tired, Shaw could as
it were rest his head on Ellen Terry's lap as Marchbanks
rested his on Candida's; only for Shaw it was in imagina-
tion and through the post, without fatigue for Ellen or
cramp for himself.
Bernard Shaw first mounted that new-fangled Victorian
velocipede^ the bicycle (what a godsend it was to Punch),
on the top of Beachy Head. He was staying in the wooden